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— 1-pci wgcurc 

Would temptvnto a clofc exploit of death. 

Bo) My Lord, l know a d’fcontcnted Gentleman, 

Whole humble meaner match not h» haught.e minfc. 

Gold were as good as twentic ° rators ’ 

And will no doubt tempt him to any thing. 

King, What is his name? 

Boy. His name my Lord, is Tirrel!. 

Kw. Goecall him hither prcfcntly. 

The deepe reuqluing wittic 3uck '" s ^*™’ n r cI | 

No more fliall be the neighbour to m> coun Jcll> 

Hath hefc long held out with me vntirde, 

And flops he now for breath ? 

Erne Darby. 

How now, what newes with you l 

Bar My Lord, I heare the Marquette Dorfet 
Is fled to Richmond, in thofe parts beyond the Teas where 

he abides. , 

King. Cates by. Cat. My Lord. 

Km. Rumor iiabroad 

That Anne my wife is ficke and like to die, 

1 will take order for her keeping * 

Enquire me out fomc mettle borne Gentleman, 

Whom I will marry ftraight to Clarence daughter, 

The boy is foolilh,and I feare not him : 

Lookc how thou dream ft : I fay againc,giue out 
That Anne my wife is ficke and luce to die. 

About it,for it ftands me much vpon. 

To flop all hopes whofe growth may damage me, 

I muft be married to my brothers daughter, 

Orslfc mr kingdome ftands on brittle glal c, 

L > 4 . Murther her ^rotbcrs, and then marry her, 

Vncert line way of gaine,but 1 am in ^ 

So farre in blood, that finplucks on fin, -4— 

Tcare falling pittte dwels not in this eye* 

EnterTirrel. 

^ r^. na iTm« Tirrel, and your moft obedient fubica. 

ICwg. Art thou indeed l yVr 







of Richard the third. 

Tir. Proue me my gracious faueraigne. 

King. Dar ft thou refoluc to kill a friend ofminc? 

Tir. I my Lord, but I had rather kill two’deepe enemies. 

Kin g. Why there thou haft it, two deepe e nemies, 
yfcj - Foesto my reft,and.my fweete fieepesdifturbs, 

Are they that I would hauc thee deale vpon: 

Tirrel, /meanc theft- baftards in the Tower. 

Tir, Let me haueopen .meanes to come to them, ' 
And (none /le rid you from the feare of them. 

‘ Cing. Thou fingft fweeternuficke. Come hither Tirrill. 

Go by that token, rile and lend thinecarc. He whijpers inhis 

Tis no more but fo, fay it is done (eare. 

And f will loue thee, and prefere t’nce too. 

Tir. TisdonemygraciousJLoriA. 

King. Shall we heare from thee Tirrel , ere we lleepc? 

Enter Buckingham. 

Ye fliall my Lord. 

Buc. My Lord,/haueconfidcred in my mind, 

The late demaund that you did (bund, me in. 

King. Well, let that Patfe, Dorfetisfled to Richmond. 

Buc. /heare that newes my Lord. 

King. Stanly he isyourwiues fonnc.-^el looketooif. 

Buc. My Lord, /claime your gift, my due by promife, 

For which your honor and your faith is pawnd, 

The Earledome of Herford and the moueablcs, 

The which you promifed /Ihould pollelfe. 

King. Stanly looke to your wife, if (hee bnuey 
Lettcrs to Richmond you fliall anfwei c if. 

Buc. What fay<s ycur highnclfe to my iuft demaund? 

King. As I remember, Hemy the fixt 
Did propheiiethat Richmond fliould be king. 

When Richmond was a little pecuifli boy> 

A king perhaps, perhaps. Buck. My Lord. 

King. How chance the Prophet could not at that time, 

Hauc told me, /being by, that /Ihould kill him. 

Buck My Lord, your promife for the Earldomc. 

King. Richmond,when Lft /was at Exeter, 

The Maior in curtefic (hewed me the Caftle, 
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